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Cheating: 

A  Hollow  Grade 


By  Jordan  Goldwarg 

The  final  line  of  Selwyn 
House's  Statement  of  Purpose 
asserts  that  students  will  "guide 
themselves  with  a  high  degree  of 
personal  integrity."  To  me,  "per- 
sonal integrity"  includes  such 
ideas  as  honesty  and  respect  for 
others.  It  also  includes  the  belief 
that  plagiarism  is  prohibited.  It 
would  appear  that  few  students 
have  read  the  Statement  of 
Purpose  or  even  the  School  Rules 
(where  cheating  and  plagiarism 
are  expressly  forbidden)  since 
plagiarism  and  dishonesty  are 
rampant  in  almost  every  class  in 
the  high  school. 

For  lack  of  a  better  term, 
serious  cheating,  such  as  provid- 
ing someone  with  answers  on  an 
exam,  is  quite  rare  at  Selwyn,  and 
when  it  goes  on  it  is  usually 
caught.  What  isn't  caught  are  the 
more  discreet  forms  of  cheating: 
copying  workbooks,  obtaining  the 


previous  year's  test,  or  letting 
other  classes  know  the  content  of 
a  test  when  one  class  has  written 
it  first.  It  is  this  type  of  dishon- 
esty which  is  almost  never  caught 
and  which  most  teachers  seem  to 
care  little  about. 

Let  us  first  look  at  the 
example  of  the  workbook,  the 
fill-in-the-blank  type  used  in 
many  Secondary  School  classes. 
On  the  morning  that  pages  are 
due,  there  are  always  students 
copying  the  answers  from  their 
friend's  book  in  homeroom  class 
or  in  the  locker  room.  While  it  is 
bad  enough  that  they  are  cheat- 
ing, it  is  worse  that  teachers  are 
unaware  that  it  goes  on.  I  often 
see  students  copying  workbooks 
in  the  morning  while  teachers  sit 
at  their  desks,  taking  attendance. 
If  teachers  indeed  know  what  is 
going  on,  they  are  simply  validat- 
ing the  students,  belief  that  they 
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Plagiarism  hurts  SHS's  reputation 


continued  from  p.l 


need  not  complete  homework  at 
home. 

Another  example  of  cheat- 
ing that  goes  on  all  the  time  is  that 
of  getting  a  copy  of  a  previous 
year's  test,  since,  in  some  courses, 
tests  are  often  reused  or  slightly 
changed  from  year  to  year.  Often, 
a  student's  whole  "studying"  will 
be  to  memorize  the  previous  year's 
test,  giving  him  an  unfair  advan- 
tage over  those  who  remain  hon- 
est. 

A  third  kind  of  "little" 
cheating  occurs  when  there  is  more 
than  oneclass  of  a  subject  in  a 
grade.  In  the  class  that  writes  the 
test  first,  there  are  always  people 
who  tell  students  in  the  other  class- 
es what  exactly  will  be  on  the  test. 
While  slight  modifications  are  usu- 
ally made  in  the  test  for  the  other 
classes,  the  basic  format  is  often 
the  same.  Students  should  realize 
that  the  only  way  for  teachers  to 
fairly  test  a  grade  is  for  everyone 
to  be  on  the  same  playing  field.  By 
obtaining  tests  from  other  classes, 
students  give  themselves  an  unfair 
advantage  over  students  who  wrote 
the  lest  first.  As  proof  of  this  kind 
of  cheating,  it  seems  that  the  last 
class  to  write  a  test  is  very  often 
the  one  with  the  highest  class  aver- 
age. 

While  it  is  this  supposedly 
less-serious  type  of  dishonesty  that 
happens  most  often,  there  are  still 


serious  cases  of  cheatmg  thai  go 
on  and  never  get  caught.  Last  year, 
I  found  out  that  someone  in  my 
grade  had  submitted  a  critical 
essay  written  by  a  student  who  had 
been  in  Grade  10  the  previous 
year.  This  person  in  my  grade  had 
paid  the  student  in  the  grade  above 

"It  is  almost  like 
the  honest  stu- 
dent is  being 
penalized  for  his 
integrity/' 


us  a  certain  amount  of  money,  in 
exchange  for  which  the  elder  stu- 
dent provided  the  younger  with  his 
critical  essay.  When  the  student  in 
my  grade  told  me  he  had  done  this, 
he  showed  absolutely  no  remorse 
or  guilt  about  it.  In  fact,  the  only 
emotions  he  showed  were  anger 
and  annoyance  because  he  had 
obtained  a  lower  mark  on  the  essay 
than  the  first  time  it  had  been  sub- 
mitted. What  drives  an  individual 
to  be  so  dishonest  that  he  doesn't 
even  recognize  a  wrongdoing 
when  he  commits  one? 

This  year,  I  overheard 
someone  in  my  grade  bragging  to 
his  friends  about  how  most  of  his 
critical  essay  had  come  right  off 


the  Internet.  Agam,  there  was  no 
regret  or  guilt.  He  seemed  proud 
that  he  could  submit  an  essay  with- 
out doing  any  work  on  it. 

For  a  school  with  the  acad- 
emic reputation  of  Selwyn  House, 
this  amount  of  dishonesty  is  unac- 
ceptable. Every  time  someone 
cheats  or  copies,  the  integrity  of 
the  honest  students  is  compro- 
mised. It  is  totally  unfair  when  an 
assignment  is  submitted  and  one 
student  scores  an  honest  85% 
while  another  person  scores  a  dis- 
honest 90%.  The  teacher  is  not 
going  to  form  an  accurate  idea  of 
the  abilities  of  his  or  her  students.    ^ 

It  is  almost  like  the  honest    ^P 
student  is  being  penalized  for  his 
integrity.  More  should  be  done  at 
the  school  to  prevent  plagiarism. 
Tighter  controls  should  be  placed 
on  tests,  and  a  stronger  message 
should  be  sent  to  students  that  pla- 
giarism and  cheating  will  not  be 
tolerated.  Perhaps  an  honour  code 
should  be  implemented.  Students 
need  to  know  that  they  should  not 
be  cheating.  Many  seem  to  feel 
that  it  is  perfectly  all  right.  The 
academic  reputation  of  the  school 
is  based  on  the  quality  of  our  stu- 
dents. Every  time  a  student  is  dis- 
honest in  his  work,  that  reputation 
is  compromised. 

Editor's  note:  Feel  free  to  com- 
ment on  Jordan 's  article  in  the 
suggestion  box.  The  Forum  would  M^ 
like  to  print  some  responses. 
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Editorial:  L.A.  Law 


Another  "Blow"  to  the  Little  Guy 

By  Jeremy  Baskin 

Well,  the  environmentalists 
finally  won  a  battle.  The  city  of 
Los  Angeles  has  recently  banned 
gas-powered  leaf-blowers  because 
these  machines  pollute  like  Rene 
Levesque  smoked.  On  the  surface, 
this  law  seems  like  a  victory  for 
the  environment,  the  first  of  many 
controls  to  Umit  global  warming. 
That,  it  is. 

Many  Los  Angelinos,  howev- 
er, are  crying  "racism!"  The  people 
this  law  affects  the  most  are  the 
Mexican  immigrant  workers  who 
groom  lawns  for  a  living.  The 
penalty  for  using  a  gasoline-pow- 
ered leaf-blower  -  yes,  this  is  the 
first-offense  penalty  -  is  either  six 
months  mandatory  in  jail  or  a 
$100,000  fine!  Many  think  the  law 
will  be  struck  down  by  the 
Supreme  Court,  but  as  of  now,  it 
stands. 

This  law  is  a  step  in  the  right 
direcfion.  We  greedy  Western 
countries  have  to  show  the  world 
that  we  are  capable  of  cutting 
down  on  our  greenhouse  emis- 
sions. But,  is  this  the  way  to  go 
about  doing  this?  The  Mexican 
immigrants  do  have  a  point:  the 
government  is  always  picking  on 
the  little  guy,  they  say.  Their 
salaries  will  go  down  the  tube. 

But  they  made  a  living  as 


Phoio  by  Miss  Iran 


The  rejuvinated  food  committee  convened  on  Nov.  21.  Some  say 
they've  seen  Normand  in  better  humour,  (see  above) 


lawn-groomers  before  the  new 
technology  arrived,  one  reporter 
responds  to  the  cries  of  racism. 
Sometimes  the  benefits  of  techno- 
logical advances  are  outweighed 
by  their  negative  effects. 

Yet,  we  have  to  start  some- 
where. If  coal  were  outlawed 
tomorrow,  the  world  would  fall 
deep  into  a  depression.  On  the 
other  hand,  banning  gas-powered 
leaf-blowers  can't  hurt  our  rapidly 
overheating  planet. 

The  main  complaint  of  the 
lawn-groomers  is  that  forcing  them 
to  give  up  these  leaf-blowers  will 


reduce  their  productivity  by  a  half, 
and  hence  their  salaries.  Since  the 
people  who  employ  these 
groomers  are  the  upper-middle 
class,  the  very  wealthy,  or  busi- 
nesses, it  wouldn't  harm  these 
parties  to  increase  the  minimum 
wage  of  lawn-groomers  through 
legislation. 

In  fact,  if  we  made  the  rich 
people  pay  the  groomers  higher 
salaries,  we'd  be  increasing  the 
income  of  these  minimum-wage 
workers  and  combatting  global 
warming  at  the  same  time!  Now, 
that's  a  winning  proposition. 
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Big  O:  Montreal's  Pride 

The  "O"  stands  for  "Oh  my  God,  why  did  we  build  this  thing? 


By  Winnie  the  Pooh 

Many  think  that  the  Big  O  is  a  symbol  of 
Montreal.  Well,  let  me  rephrase  that,  people  who 
don't  live  in  Montreal  think  that  the  Big  O  is  a  sym- 
bol of  Montreal.  To  say  that  would  be  to  say  that 
Montreal  is  a  city  that  is  falling  apart,  looks  ridicu- 
lous, and  that  people  only  go  to  to  watch  demolition 
derbies.  The  citizens  of  Montreal  look  at  the  Big  O  as 
something  that  will  always  be  there,  but  that  they  will 
always  ignore,  much  like  Lucien  Bouchard.  First,  let 
me  give  you  the  stadium's  background. 

The  Big  O  was  built  for  the  1976  Olympics 
around  1974  by  some  drunken  Frenchman  who 
reportedly,  at  the  time  they  commissioned  him,  was 
having  an  intimate  conversation  with  a  park  bench. 
Taillibert,  as  the  man  was  called,  had  some  fantasti- 
cally artistic  idea  in  mind  when  he  built  the  thing.  He 
must  have  been  fashioning  the  Big  O  after  Picasso's 
work,  because  it  turned  out  looking  like  the  painter's 
paintings:  abstract,  unnerving,  and  something  that  you 
wouldn't  feel  comfortable  having  in  your  living  room. 

The  Olympic  Stadium,  as  it  was  called,  was 
millions  of  dollars  overbudget.  The  city  is  still  paying 
for  it  today.  When  the  athletes  arrived  from  their 
respective  countries,  they  weren't  sure  whether  or  not 
to  enter  for  fear  that  it  might  hft-off  and  carry  them 
into  space.  The  roof,  which  is  made  out  of  a  Saran- 
Wrap,  was  supposedly  removable,  but  after  many 
near  fatalities  and  a  few  cases  of  radiation  poisoning, 
they  opted  not  to  try  to  remove  it. 

That  is  the  story  of  the  doomed  building.  I'm 
not  sure  whether  or  not  Taillibert  is  still  alive,  but 
hopefully  he  was  holed  up  in  the  walls  during  con- 
struction. Much  like  the  Titanic,  that  would  explain 
why  it's  cursed. 

Now  there  are  very  few  people  that  go  to  the 


Photo  by  Tom  Konigsthal 


In  an  unrelated  story,  soccer  champ  Jordan 
Goldwarg  was  featured  in  the  C.A.I.S.  Soccer 
Tournament  brochure,  produced  by  Miss  Tratt. 
Way  to  use  your  head.  Red! 


Big  O  for  games,  concerts,  public  executions,  etc... 
When  the  Als  played  a  game  at  the  Molson  Stadium, 
everyone  was  extremely  pleased.  The  move  from  one 
broken  down,  rotting  stadium  to  another  was  painless. 
The  players  on  the  Als  were  pleased  as  well.  Playing 
in  something  that  looks  like  a  giant  antenna  for 
receiving  alien  transmissions  did  not  suit  them.  Pooh 
bear  must  go  now.  I'm  receiving  an  alien  transmis- 
sion, Taillibert  is  screaming  at  me  through  the  walls, 
and  I'm  late  for  the  demolition  derby.  < 
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What's  HOT 

& 
What's  NOT 

11 B  offers  us  their  choices  for  the  IN's  and 
OUT's:  By  Jums,  Zubonge,  and  Browner 


IN 


Spice  Girls 

Zubin's  spike 

leather 

broomball 

lunches  in  peace 

Mahi  Mahi 

Jordan's  coiffe 

Heckling  Hans  Arthur 

Mr.  Bigglesworth 

M.C.  Hammer 

Tim  Horton's 

Carpet  cleaning 


OUT 


Basil 

Dan's  wave 
scarves 
basketball 

Christian's  brouhaha 
Vol  de  Nuit 
Jamie's  coiffe 
Heckling  Bourne 
Sushi  (Zubin's  cat) 
Mase 

Dunkin'  Donuts 
Fudge  pumping 
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DEEP 
THOUGHTS 

By    Seth    Ross 

Recently,  when  I  was  sitting  in  my  seat,  three 
miles  olT  the  ground,  at  the  U2  concert,  I  squint- 
ed down  at  the  tiny  ant-people  gyrating  on  stage 
and  wondered:  what  could  I  do  with  that  forty-foot 
lemon,  and  is  it  legal  in  Saskatchewan? 

Sometimes  when  I'm  staring  vacantly  into  my  cal- 
culator during  Mr.  Lumsden's  math  class  I  wonder: 
what  kind  of  deranged  mathemetician  would  make 
his  life's  work  out  of  calculating  the  exact  value  of 
Pi?  I  bet  it  was  just  so  he  could  use  it  in  a  pick-up 
line:  "Hey  baby,  I  know  Pi..." 


Sometimes,  when  I'm  in  Mr. 
any  of  us  really  "aware?" 


Sometimes,  when  I'm  in  the  computer  lab  trying  to 
check  my  e-mail,  those  evil  little  error  windows 
pop  up  and  I  wonder,  is  the  computer  mocking 
me?  Is  it  having  a  good  laugh  at  my  expense  with 
all  its  computer  friends  on  the  World  Wide  Web? 
Or  is  this  all  orchestrated  by  avengeful  microchip 
god,  bent  on  wiping  out  the  human  race? 
Wearing's  student  awareness  class  I  wonder,  at  8:30  on  a  Monday  morning,  are 
Email  Seth  at  rosss@selwyn.ca  with  your  very  own  deep  thoughts. 
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Selwyn  Shorts 
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7"/if  Forum  is  pleased  to  announce  that  it  has  finally  found  a  good  use  for  Mark  Turetsky.  Aside  from 
being  our  photo  editor  and  assistant  to  the  travelling  secretary  (or  something  like  that),  he  will  be  writ- 
ing a  shorts  column  not  unlike  Doug  Camilli's  creation.  Enjoy.... 

For  the  past  few  weeks, 
people  have  been  asking  me  things 
like  "Hey  Turetsky,  why  didn't  you 
have  an  article  in  The  Forum?"  or 
"Hey  Turetsky.  weren't  you  sup- 
posed to  have  an  article  in  The 
Forum?"  or  even  "Hey  Turetsky, 
you're  a  loser  with  no  friends. 
Stop  writing  for  The  Forum!" 
(Thanks  Steph). 

Well,  the  reason  I  didn't 
write  anything  for  the  last  issue 
of  The  Forum  was  that  I  was 
preparing  for  the  IISPSC 
(International  Independent  Schools 
Public  Speaking  Competition).  You 
can  read  all  about  it  in  my  next 
article  for  the  Parents'  Newsletter 
(I  bet  you  all  can't  wait). 

Anyhoo,  I  thought  I'd  start 
work  on  my  column,  which  is 
called  Selwyn  Shorts  (if  you  have 
a  better  name,  please  submit  it  to 
The  Forum's  suggestion  box  for 
our  "Choose  a  title  for  Turetsky's 
column"  contest.  The  winner  gets 
nothing),  and  is  a  collection  of 
amusing,  brief,  unrelated  things 
that  have  been  happening  around 
the  school. 


Christopher  Chan  drifts  into  a  deep  sleep  in  Mr.  Lumsden's 
"challenging"  Grade  10  advanced  math  class. 


Chan-archy:  On  October  9th,  the 
grade  1 1  French  langue  seconde 
and  langue  maternelle  classes  went 
to  see  Marc  Gooris'  portrayal  of 
Albert  Camus'  L'etranger.  David 
Chan  spent  most  of  the  play  curled 
up  in  his  seat,  sleeping  the  play 


away.  Gooris  even  pointed  at  him 
and  pretended  to  be  sleeping  dur- 
ing the  play. 

On  a  related  note  which  can 
be  nothing  other  than  pure 
Chaninalism:  on  Friday,  October 
17,  Chris  Chan  in  grade  10  fell 
asleep  for  most  of  Mr.  Lumsden's 
math  class  and  all  of  the  11:05 
recess.  When  asked  if  he  slept 
through  the  fire  drill  later  that  day, 
he  responded  "what  fire  drill?" 
Oddly  enough,  at  the  time  that  this 
happened,  Chris  led  the  pack  in 
Mr.  Lumsden's  advanced  math 
class. 

Keep  up  the  good  work, 
ChansI  And  don't  worry  Dave,  you 
weren't  the  only  one  sleeping  at 
L'etranger,  and  I'm  sure  Chris 
isn't  the  first  person  to  fall  asleep 
during  Mr.  Lumsden's  math  class. 
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Life  is  the  Pitts:  When  asked  to 
make  up  posters  for  llC's  pizza 
sale  to  benefit  the  Kidney 
Foundation,  Martin  Pitt-Bradley 
presented  Mme.  Allard-Coutu  with 
a  pair  of  posters.  One  featured  an 
Italian  chef  with  a  pizza  box,  stat- 
ing that  "For  every  pizza  you  buy, 
you  get  one  free  kidney." 

Perhaps  most  disturbing  of 
all  was  the  fact  that  there  was  a 
bloody  kidney  on  top  of  the  pizza 
box.  The  other  poster  also  featured 
a  kidney.  Martin  was  forced  to 
make  new  posters,  which  he  did. 

From  the  mouth  of  the  Pitt: 
"I  think  it  sucks  that  my  art  is 
repressed.  I'm  not  a  psycho!" 

Way  to  go. 
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•  Civil  Community  Setback 

Grade  9  Class  Smears  SHS's  Reputation 


By  Jonathan  Verrall 

It  was  a  dark  time  for 
Selwyn  House.  During  a  produc- 
tion of  "Contes  cornus,  Idgendes 
fourchus,"  many  students  were  dis- 
obedient and  rowdy.  They  ate  food 
after  being  told  not  to  only  minutes 
before.  They  talked  in  the  theatre. 
Their  voices  made  more  of  a  dis- 
turbance because  the  entire  theatre 
is  quite  small;  it  seats  only  about 
100.  Some  even  yelled  at  the 


actors  themselves. 

The  manager  of  the  theatre 
talked  to  the  entire  grade  after  the 
performance  about  their  reprehen- 
sible behaviour.  A  school  had 
come  from  Trois-Rivi6res  to  see 
the  performance,  and  they  claimed 
that  our  students  ruined  the  play 
for  them.  It  makes  one  wonder  if 
Selwyn  House's  "civil  community" 
program  is  failing  to  reach  the 
Grade  9  class. 

It  is  quite  probable  that  the 


number  of  students  who  actually 
created  a  disturbance  is  lower  than 
one  would  expect.  However,  there 
is  still  a  problem.  What  guarantee 
do  we  have  that  the  current  Grade 
9  class  will  not  act  up  during  per- 
formances at  Stratford?  Even 
though  punishments  seem  to  have 
been  deaU  with,  only  time  will  tell 
when  the  faculty  will  regain  their 
trust  in  the  current  Grade  9  class. 


Creeping  Socialism... 


Left  is  Right 


By  Theo  McLauchiin 

Tips  on  what  to  do  when  you  meet  a  socialist: 


the  Tories  in  the  last  election. 


I.  Do  not  run  screaming  from  the  room.  This  is  rude.      3.  Try  not  to  get  in  debates  with  socialists. 


2.  Make  sure  you  don't  call  the  socialist  a  commie. 

This  rule  surprises  a  lot  of  people.  They  seem  to 
equate  socialists  with  Communists.  Only  some  of  us 
are  (heh  heh).  The  main  difference  is  in  our  propa- 
ganda. The  Communists  seem  to  believe  that  every- 
one is  going  to  be  influenced  by  phrases  like  "Down 
with  the  greedy  bourgeoisie!  Long  live  the  great  pro- 
letarian revolution!"  As  well,  the  Communist  party  of 
Canada  (yes,  it  does  exist)  utterly  failed  in  its  last 
election  campaign,  but  the  NDP  got  more  seats  than 


Chris  Cheung  found  out  this  rule  the  hard  way  on  the 
bus  to  Stratford. 

4.  Don't  go  spouting  your  capitalist  ideas.  You're 
still  wrong. 

I  hope  I  haven't  offended  anyone! 

Editor's  note:  Theo,  I  think  you  should  have  lunch 
with  Jordan  Goldwarg  (a.k.a.  RED)  sometime. 
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(un)Popular  Music 


By  Ian  Ratzer 

There  are  very  few  bands 
out  there  that  can  make  the  lofty 
claim  to  have  existed  for  thirty 
years.  Yes,  there  are  many  aging 
classic  rock  groups  out  there,  but 
none  of  them  really  try  to  make  it 
look  like  they're  not  on  permanent 
retirement.  Fleetwood  Mac,  the 
British  blues  trio-turned  California 
rock  group,  however,  has  continu- 
ally released  new  material  since 
1967.  Various  permutations  of  per- 
sonnel passed  through  the  band 
until  1975,  when  the  tenth  line-up 
proved  to  be  the  most  fruitful  one. 
"Fleetwood  Mac,"  "Rumours,"  and 
"Tusk,"  their  three  records  of  the 
seventies,  all  went  multi-platinum. 
In  1982  came  a  less  successful 
offering,  "Mirage,"  and  1987  saw 
the  big-selling  "Tango  in  the 
Night." 

That  year,  the  group  again 
began  to  dissolve  and  new  person- 
nel came  in.  For  ten  years,  the 
band  floundered  with  two  terrible 
albums  and  tours  playing  to  empty 
houses.  This  past  summer,  howev- 
er, the  1970s  version  of  Fleetwood 
Mac  re-formed  for  a  4()-city 
reunion  tour  and  a  live  album, 
"The  Dance." 

At  first  inspection,  this 
Fleetwood  Mac  renaissance  resem- 
bles the  Eagles'  "Hell  Freezes 
Over"  ■94/'95  lour.  The  formula 


Mac  Attack! 

seems  to  be  set  in  stone  now:  new 
album  with  re-hashed  old  songs,  a 
few  new  ones.  North  American 
tour,  video.  Upon  second  inspec- 
tion we  realize  that,  yes,  it  really  is 
"Hell  Freezes  Over,"  with  a  mar- 

Fleetwood  Mac's 
Greatest  Hits: 

Yessssssss! 


ginally  different  band.  "The 
Dance,"  however,  is  a  much  more 
polished  performance,  with 
many  more  enhancements. 

First  of  all,  the  new  materi- 
al here  is  first-rate.  There  is  one 
new  pop  tune,  a  typical  Christine 
McVie  song  called  "Temporary 
One,"  altogether  one  of  her  best 
ever  since  the  songs  on  Rumours." 
Stevie  Nicks  also  has  her  new 
song,  "Sweet  Girl,"  a  southern 
rambling  rock.  Lindsey 
Buckingham's  two  new  tracks  are 
very  impressive.  "Bleed  to  Love 
Her,"  far  and  away  the  best  new 
song,  is  an  easy-going,  bass-driven 
tune  with  an  excellent  bridge.  "My 
Little  Demon,"  the  most  radio- 
friendly  song,  sounds  fresh,  but 
smacks  of  eighties  girlie-rock  with 
its  synthesized  effects. 

One  of  the  best  perfor- 
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mances  on  the  CD  is  Lindsey's 
solo  classical  guitar  version  of 
"Big  Love."  The  song  has  been 
completely  de-80s-ified  and 
given  a  new  lease  on  life.  McVie's 
"Everywhere"  has  also  been 
re-arranged  to  sound  less  dated. 
Other  songs  that  have  received 
much-needed  facelifts  include 
"Rhiannon,"  "I'm  So  Afraid,"  "Say 
You  Love  Me,"  and  "Silver 
Springs."  All  of  these  new  versions 
are  better  than  their  under-arranged 
predecessors.  The  best  refurbish- 
ment of  all  is  "Tusk."  This  weird 
tune  was  so  confusing  in  1979  that 
it  was  lost  on  all  but  the  most 
devoted  fans.  It  was  sparsely 
arranged  and  sounded  like  a 
poor  demo  tape,  a  texture  that  per- 
vaded the  entire  album  with  that 
name. 

On  "The  Dance," 
Fleetwood  Mac  not  only  added  a 
brass  section,  but  audible  chords  to 
the  first  half  of  the  song.  Finally 
we  can  hear  "Tusk"  as  it  should 
have  sounded  on  the  album.  The 
CD  ends  with  a  fizzle:  a  disap- 
pointing "Go  Your  Own  Way"- 
Lindsey  just  can't  sing  the  notes  he 
could  twenty  years  ago-and  a  rous- 
ing but  commercial  "Don't  Stop."  I 
can't  listen  to  that  song  without 
imagining  Bill  Clinton  raising  his 
arms,  giving  peace  signs  (He  used  , 
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More  (un)Popular  Music 


continued  from  p.8 


it  as  his  campaign  song  lor  tlie 
elections  a  tew  years  back). 

Fleetwood  Mac's  members 
have  finally  stopped  dabbling  in 
their  solo  careers  to  return  to  their 
calling.  "The  Dance,"  which  spent 
a  week  at  #1,  is  hopefully  only  the 


beginning  of  a  new  golden  age  for 
the  band.  In  spite  of  their  weath- 
ered musical  edges,  they  have 
proven  themselves  to  be  fully 
capable  of  returning  to  the  studio 
(in  between  trips  to  the  plastic  sur- 
geon's) and  making  a  new  album. 
Yes,  Stevie  Nicks  hobbles 
around  on  stage  like  a  crazy  old 


woman;  yes,  Mick  Fleetwood  is  a 
mean  old  drunk  and  a  dirty  old 
man;  and  yes,  Lindsey 
Buckingham  short-circuits  his  gui- 
tar with  all  the  sweat  dripping 
down  his  forehead.  But  they  can 
still  put  on  a  good  show  and  play 
the  game  of  popular  music 
for  a  few  years  more. 


Fleetwood  Bae:  The  Won  Jun  Connection 


By  Mark  1\iretsky 

When  Ian  took  up  Fleetwood  Mac 
as  his  subject  for  the  next 
"unpopular  Music"  column  and 
began  his  "intensive  research"  into 
them,  he  and  I  would  start  putting 
in  different  lyrics  to  their  songs 
during  Computer  Programming. 
We  tried  applying  them  to  other 


people  in  the  room;  however.  Ken 
would  have  threatened  to  beat  us 
up,  and,  well,  you  just  can't  make 
fun  of  Dave  and  Caleb,  so  our 
lyrics  started  focusing  on  Won  Jun. 
Strangely  enough,  just  about  any 
song  on  Rumors  can  be  applied  to 
Won  Jun.  For  example,  the  line 
"won't  you  lay  me  down  in  the  tall 
grass  and  let  me  do  my  stuff  so 


easily  becomes  "Won  Jun  Bae  go 
down  to  your  next  class  I'll  let  you 
do  my  stuff  or  "Won't  you  come 
on  down  from  your  cloud  nine,  try 
not  to  miss  the  bus"  (Won  Jun  was 
late  for  school  once  for  taking  the 
wrong  bus).  Our  working  theory  at 
the  moment  is  that  Won  Jun  was  a 
member  of  the  band  at  one  point.  I 
need  a  life. 


THE  FORUM'S  SURVEY 


This  issue:  Lunch  "music" 

UB  has  officially  denoted  as  OUT  "Christian's 
brouhaha."  Other  people,  notably  certain  Grade  lO's, 
have  come  to  enjoy  the  noise  Christian  and  his 
cronies?  have  been  blasting  at  us  -  that  is,  noise 
interrupted  every  now  and  again  by  a  decent  song. 
But  I  digress. 

Do  you  enjoy  the  lunch-room  music?  Do 
you  think  it  should  be  continued?  Do  you 
believe  there  is  room  for  other  entertain- 
ment in  our  very  cramped  lunch  room? 

Please  respond  in  the  suggestion  box,  located  by  E2. 


Last  Issue:  Expulsion 

Regarding  last  issue's  survey,  The  Forum  received  a 
total  of  five  responses  (not  couting  the  obscenities 
directed  at  the  editor),  two  of  which  were  blank 
pieces  of  paper,  one  of  which  was  an  unmarked  SHS 
Athletics  brochure,  and  one  of  which  was  a  piece  of 
chalk.  The  editing  staff  cannot  believe  that  Selwyn 
students  have  nothing  to  say  about  the  expulsion  of 
three  Grade  lO's,  but  I  guess  this  passiveness  can  only 
mean  that  you  support  the  administration's  decision  - 
or  else  you're  too  scared  to  say  anything. 
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Referees  deserve  the  abuse  they  get 


iff 


By  Jonathan  How 

I  enjoy  watching  sports  on 
T\'.  but  one  thing  which  upsets  me 
frequently  is  officiating.  Over  the 
past  few  years,  officiating  has 
become  a  point  of  debate,  especial- 
ly in  baseball  and  hockey.  In  bas- 
ketball, there  isn't  much  question 
about  whether  the  ball  went  in  the 
net;  in  football,  the  frequent  stop- 
pages in  play  give  the  referees  a 
chance  to  make  calls  (there  are 
also  many  more  officials  than  in 
other  sports). 

But  hockey  and  baseball 
present  much  larger  problems: 
how  many  goals  have  been  sent  to 
video  replay?  How  many  umpires 
have  been 
bumped  around 
for  making  a 
close  call'.'  Even 
Ron  McClain,  the 
Expos'  trainer, 
received  a  multi- 
ple-game suspen- 
sion for  going 
belly-to-belly  with  one  of  the 
MLB's  policemen.  Recently,  offi- 
cials in  both  of  these  professional 
sports  have  come  under  heavy  crit- 
icism for  bad  calls  and  bUnd  (and 
perhaps  biased)  rulings;  as  a  result, 
they  receive  little  or  no  respect. 

Go  back  to  the  end  of  last 
baseball  .season.  The  Expos  are 
down  by  one  in  the  late  innings  of 
a  ball  game  when  David  Segui 
comes  around  for  a  run.  He  clearly 
touches  the  plate,  and  the  catcher 
even  drops  the  ball.  The  naked  eye 


The  real  prob 
lem  is...  that 
officials  have 
too  much 
pride." 


of  a  fan  can  tell  the  player  is  safe 
from  the  bleachers,  yet  the 
umpire's  ruling  is  an  out.  The 
Expos  lost  by  one.  The  frustrating 
part  about  this,  however,  is  not  that 
the  Expos  lost,  but  that  the  umpire 
later  admitted  he  made  the  wrong 
call.  So  why  did  he  make  it?  Was 
punching  his  hand  through  the  air 
more  important  than  doing  his  job 
properly? 

The  real  problem  lies  in  the 
fact  that  the  official  and  many  oth- 
ers like  him  have  too  much  pride. 
Consequently,  they  allow  bad  calls 
to  stand,  angering  players  and  fans. 
The  Robbie  Alomar  spitting  inci- 
dent occurred  because  of  a  bad  call 
(an  outside  pitch  called  a  strike); 
granted,  Alomar  should- 
n't have  covered  the 
ump  in  his  saliva,  but 
the  official  was  clearly 
the  person  at  fault. 
Officials  are  only 
human,  but  they  should 
put  the  outcome  of  the 
game  before  their  own 


pride. 

As  Red  Fisher  keeps 
repeating,  the  number  of  goals 
being  sent  to  review  in  the  current 
NHL  season  is  ridiculous,  but  it  is 
not  the  biggest  problem  the  league 
is  facing.  The  crease  rule  is  at  the 
very  least  consistent,  unlike  penal- 
ty calls.  Certain  refs  only  call 
penalties  in  certain  situations,  at 
certain  times  of  the  game,  and 
against  certain  players.  These 
include  Mick  McGeough,  Stephen 
Walkom,  and  Lance  Roberts,  to 
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name  a  few.  Shouldnit  a  dangerous 
hit  from  behind  be  a  penalty  no 
matter  what  the  score? 

Shouldn't  Wayne  Gretzky 
learn  that  he  can't  just  take  cheap 
shots  and  walk  away  unpenalized 
because  he's  Wayne  Gretzky'' 
NHL  refs  are  refusing  to  blow  their 
whistles  at  key  times;  players  tak- 
ing advantage  of  this  have  gone 
after  others  with  the  intent  to 
injure.  Ulf  Samuelsson,  Darius 
Kasparaitis,  and  Chris  Chelios  are 
the  first  three  who  come  to  mind, 
though  there  are  others  (Vincent 
Damphousse  for  all  the  Habs  fans). 

Still,  many  players  have 
been  hurt  because  the  conse- 
quences of  injuring  another  player 
are  not  serious  enough.  Everyone    ' 
knows  why  Brett  Lindros  had  to 
retire.  Everyone  remembers 
Claude  Lemieux's  vicious  hit  on 
Kris  Draper.  Is  a  two-game  sus- 
pension the  NHL  equivalent  of 
facial  repair  and  a  whole  summer 
of  hospitalization? 

It  shouldn't  be.  The  offi- 
cials are  not  only  influencing  the 
outcome  of  games,  they're  risking 
the  players'  safety.  The  leagues 
must  come  down  hard  on  intent  to 
injure.  Perhaps  having  two  refs  in 
one  game  will  help.  Calls  would 
become  more  consistent.  But  more 
importantly,  cheapshot  artists 
wouldn't  get  away  with  two-hand- 
ed slashes,  hits  from  behind,  and 
knee-on-knee  contact.  Anything 
that  can  bring  Eric  Lindros  to  tears 
must  be  corrected.  « 
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Practical  Guy  Stuff  101 

The  Arts  Option  that  teaches  you  how  to  be  a  "Real  Man" 


By  Sam  Carsley 

When  selection  of  your  arts 
option  comes  along,  many  teachers 
say  tliat  you  should  choose  some- 
thing that  may  help  you  in  your 
future  employment. 

Unfortunately,  many  arts 
courses  apply  to  only  small  facets 
of  jobs.  I'm  introducing  an  arts 
option  that  teaches  things  that  all 
Selwyn  House  students  will  use 
later  in  life:  Practical  Guy  Stuff. 

In  this  course,  your  educa- 
tion in  the  finer  points  of  mas- 
culinity is  split  into  six  parts: 

Sports  Stuff:  In  this  section,  you 
will  learn  how  to  take  professional 
wrestling  seriously,  how  to  watch 
F-1  races  for  more  than  five  min- 
utes, and  how  to  not  tumble  down 


the  steps  of  the  Molson  Centre 
after  having  had  fifteen  or  twenty 
beers. 

Food  and  Drink  Stuff: 

Where  do  you  find  the  best  pou- 
tine?  Do  hot-dogs  really  taste  bet- 
ter at  the  ball-game?  How  long  is 
the  period  between  drunken  stupor 
and  hangover?  How  much  whisky 
can  you  drink  before  you  begin  to 
forget  vital  details?  (i.e.  name, 
address,  how  to  walk,  etc..)  Note- 
Many  field  trips  involved. 

Behaviour  Stuff:  Helpful 
sections  include  these:  how  to  ask 
girls  out  who  are  way  out  of  your 
league,  how  to  maintain  compo- 
sure in  the  face  of  authority  when 
you  are  blasted  out  of  your  mind, 
and  other  hints. 


Car  Stuff:  You  will  learn 
the  fine  art  of  poking  various  parts 
of  your  engine  with  the  end  of  a 
windshield  scraper,  blowing  on  the 
starter  when  it  doesn't  work,  and 
where  to  park  your  car  when  you 
have  crumpled  the  front  and  it  has 
been  rendered  practically  undriv- 
able. 

Fashion  Stuff:  You  will 
learn  the  important  skill  of 
buttcrack  enhancement,  the  won- 
ders of  flannel,  the  cowboy  mys- 
tique, and  the  art  of  retro.  Annual 
pilgrimage  to  L.L.Bean  (Theme 
days  include:  Denim  Day,  Spandex 
Thursday,  and  Flannel  Friday) 

Understanding  Women: 

You're  on  your  own. 


How  to  submit  pieces  to  The  Forum 

If  you  have  access  to  e-mail,  it  would  simplify  things  a  lot  if  you  could  e-mail  your  articles  to 
the  newspaper  at  this  address  (do  not  use  attachments;  just  paste  the  article  into  the  text): 

"theforum@seiwyn.ca" 
If  you  don't  have  access  to  e-mail,  you  can  still  submit  articles  to  me  by  disk.  Both  IBM  and 
Macintosh  are  accepted;  please  save  all  files  in  text  or  simpletext  form. 

The  next  deadline  won't  be  until  early  to  mid-January,  so  have  a  good  vacation  and 


KEEP  ON  WRITING!!! 
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My  Kingdom  for  Some  Space 


By  Hans  Black 

As  seniors  and  soon  to  be 
old  boys,  the  Grade  eleven  class 
has  the  ability  and  responsibility  to 
shape  the  school  for  coming  years. 
The  school  has  given  use  a  price- 
less education  and  it  is  now  our 
dui\  to  try  and  pay  it  back  as  best 
as  we  can  by  our  interest  in  the 
future  plans  of  Selwyn.  With  the 
school  growing  larger  every  year, 
and  the  students  feeUng  the  bound- 
aries of  the  buildings  more  and 
more,  it  is  evident  that  something 
must  be  done. 

With  Westmount's  decision 
not  to  relocate  the  fire  and  police 
station,  the  school  has  started  to 
look  for  new  ways  of  satisfying  the 
school's  growing  educational 
needs.  Taking  the  lead  from  the 
city's  new  power  station,  the 
Board  is  now  looking  at  the  feasi- 
bility of  expanding  underground. 

The  current  plan,  which  is 
still  a  year  to  eighteen  months 
from  commencement,  calls  for  the 
complete  renovation  and  expansion 
of  the  Lucas  Building.  The  main 
objective  of  such  a  renovation 
would  be  the  creation  of  a  learning 
center,  which  would  include  an 
expanded,  relocated  library  with 
state  of  the  art  technology.  This 
new  library  would  be  located  in 
the  heart  of  the  school  where  the 
Lucas  gym  is  now.  It  would  be 
more  open  with  some  classrooms, 


probably  for  the  elementary 
school,  opening  right  on  the  center. 
With  gym  space  already  scarce,  the 
plan  calls  for  a  replacement  facility 
located  under  the  rink  and  outdoor 
parking  lots  on  the  right  side  on 
Stanton  street. 

Also  underground  could  be 
some  new  science  labs  and  a  real 


Photo:  Jostens 

tunnel  between  the  two  buildings. 
The  school  would  also  use  the 
opportunity  to  rearrange  the  class 
layout.  The  elementary  school 
would  move  down  a  couple  of 
floors  to  the  ground  level  where 
they  would  be  closer  to  the  new 
library,  gym,  and  existing  lunch 
room.  Grades  seven  and  eight 
would  spend  more  time  in  the 
Macaulay  building  along  with 
grades  9  and  10. 

Finally,  the  seniors  would 
probably  be  given  the  third  floor  of 


the  Lucas  building  where  they 
could  have  study  rooms,  smaller 
classrooms,  a  research  center  and  a 
private  common  room.  There  is 
even  talk  of  expanding  the  lunch 
room  to  maybe  accommodate  two 
sittings  instead  of  the  current  three. 
But  as  Mr.  Mitchell  emphasized 
the  school's  first  priority  would  be 
the  learning  center  and  surround- 
ing teaching  spaces  in  Lucas;  any 
other  improvements  would  be 
results  of  that  vision. 

The  project  is  ambitious 
but  the  school  deserves  such  a 
plan.  I  am  particularly  fond  of  the 
idea  of  a  new  more  modern  larger 
library  in  the  center  of  the  Lucas 
building.  We  all  know  that  the  cur- 
rent space  on  the  third  floor  does 
not  do  such  an  extensive  library 
credit  and  that  the  room  is  often 
over  crowded  with  seniors.  But  for 
the  new  library  and  especially  the 
new  computers  and  research  tools 
to  be  used  to  their  full  potential 
they  must  be  made  accessible  and 
students  have  to  be  shown  how  to 
use  them.  This  should  prevent  a 
repeat  of  the  current  situation  with 
the  new  computers  in  the  class- 
rooms where  they  are  either  off 
limits  entirely  or  so  restricted  as  to 
be  useless. 

For  the  most  part  I  also  like 
the  idea  of  reconfiguring  the  layout 
of  the  grades  and  putting  the 
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younger  students  right  on  the 
library  level.  But,  although  I 
think  the  idea  of  grade  eleven 
being  given  its  own  space  and  a 
new  lull  time  common  room  is 
great,  I'm  not  sure  the  top  floor 
of  Lucas  is  the  greatest  spot. 
Even  though  I  agree  that  the 
lunch  room  definitely  needs 
expanding.  I  do  not  think  the 
students  want  it  condensed  to 
just  two  sittings,  where  seniors 
would  have  to  eat  with  grades 
six  or  seven. 

The  project  though,  if 
approved,  is  still  years  away 
from  completion.  School  can- 
not be  disrupted,  so  construc- 
tion work  could  only  be  done 
around  the  class  schedule.  The 
20,  000  sq.  ft.  of  excavation 
needed  for  a  new  gym  and  labs 
will  probably  be  the  first  phase 
of  the  plan.  It  also  promises  to 
be  very  costly,  but  the  school 
believes  its  plans  are  worth  the 
high  price  and  that  the  Selwyn 
community  will  come  through 
to  help  fund  the  project. 

Looking  at  the  worn- 
down  classrooms  and  the  small 
teaching  spaces  in  the  Lucas 
building,  I  agree  with  the 
administration:  the  renovation 
of  this  building  should  be  the 
first  priority. 


Procrastination 


By  Jonathan  Verrall 

Procrastination  is  the  art  of 
putting  off  work.  If  this  is  true, 
than  I  am  a  Master,  right  up  along 
side  Leonardo  da  Vinci.  Many  a 
night  I  have  spent  in  agony  attempt- 
ing to  patch  together  a  project 
which  should  have  been  finished  a 
long  time  ago.  Essay  information  is 
compiled  in  the  wee  hours  of  the 
morning.  My  work  is  almost  always 
left  to  the  last  minute.  I'm  even 
writing  this  article  way  too  close  to 
the  deadline. 

I  know  that  I  have  a  prob- 
lem. Unfortunately,  there  is  no  12- 
step  program  to  help  repeat  procras- 
tinators.  No  hotline  exists  for 
Procrastinators  Anonymous. 
Sometimes  I  consider  myself 
beyond  help. 

I  have  reaped  the  benefits  of 
putting  work  off.  I  get  to  make  up 
excuses  to  teachers  asking  for  status 
reports.  I  never  use  the  same  excuse 
twice.  After  all,  I  still  have  my 
pride.  "Sir,  my  work  was  hit  by  a 
meteorite  and  burst  into  flames.  I'm 
lucky  to  be  alive." 

"Sir,  acid  rain  burned  a  hole 
in  my  work.  Would  you  care  to  sign 
this  petition  banning  the  use  of 
harmful  chemicals?" 


"Sir,  I  was  attacked  by  rabid 
wolves  whose  sole  intent  was  to 
steal  my  work." 

Some  of  these  excuses  have 
not  worked  as  well  as  I  would  have 
hoped.  Why  do  I  procrastinate?  I 
enjoy  the  thrill  of  cramming  two 
weeks'  worth  of  hard  work  into  four 
short  hours.  Nothing  pleases  me 
more  than  finishing  the  work  and 
falling  unconcious,  only  to  wake  up 
two  hours  later  to  get  ready  for 
school.  The  rush  of  adrenaline  when 
I  realise  that  I  might  pull  off  another 
piece  of  work  left  until  the  last 
minute  keeps  me  in  the  procrastinat- 
ing frame  of  mind. 

I  plan  to  put  a  stop  to  the  mon- 
ster whose  name  is  procrastination. 
I'm  sure  there  must  be  others  who 
share  in  my  plight.  Perhaps  we  can 
get  together  next  week.  Or  maybe 
the  week  after.  "Delay  always 
breeds  danger;  and  to  protract  a 
great  design  is  often  to  ruin  it." 
-  Miguel  de  Cervantes  (1547-1616), 
Don  Quixote. 


Editor's  note:  Jonathan  gave  me 
this  article  for  the  last  issue  of  The 
Forum,  but  I  didn't  have  enough 
time  to  get  to  it. 


Correction: 

A  minor  error  appeared  in  the  last  issue  of  TJie  Forum.  The  author  of  a  Top  5  list  was  erroneously  referred  to  as  Tore  Castellano.  In 
fact,  no  such  person  exists.  The  wit  who  submitted  the  list  was  in  fact  Salvatore  Castellano.  ne  Forum  regrets  the  error. 
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The  Selwyn  Index 

By  Jamie  Deitcher  and  Dan  Fanaberia 

1.  No.  of  days  Gr.  1 1  has  had  their  grad  rings:   52 

2.  No.  of  days  Bourne  has  worn  his:  1 

3.  No.  of  times  Jordan  has  gotten  off  the  bench  during  soccer  games:  5 

4.  No.  of  times  Jordan  has  been  asked  to  re-fill  the  water  bottles:  5 

5.  No.  of  times  lens  crafters  has  called  Gabriel  Brown  since  the  E.C.S  dance:  1 

6.  No.  of  times  Giraffe  has  changed  its  hairstyle:  6 

7.  No.  of  times  it  has  looked  bad:  6 

8.  No.  of  red-headed  communists  who  are  presently  faking  injury:  1 

9.  No.  of  times  Matt  OUver  has  snorkled  in  lake  Kenchy  Filt:    15 

10.  No.  of  times  Hans  has  had  dinner  with  Jean  Charest:  1 

11.  No.  of  people  who  care:  0 

12.  Ratio  of  fictional  to  real  concussions  that  Basil  gets  during  a  football  game:   100:0 

13.  No.  of  times  Alexis  Asselin  checks  out  his  hair  in  the  bathroom  per  day:    10 

14.  No.  of  ...  we  wanted  to  make  fun  of  Gomez,  but  he's  not  worth  the  time. 

15.  No.  of  times  a  day  Ross  Hassani  talks:  20 

16.  No.  of  people  who  listen:  0 


WANT  ADS 


Very  Subtle:  Shoaib  Rabbam 
A  fake  I.D.  for  the  movies:  Seth  Ross 


A  Hoe:  Farmer  Brown 

MORE  WANT  ADS:  The  Forum 


A  Word  on  Censorship:  Mr.  Shannon 

A  number  of  seniors  seem  to  think  that  Tve  interfered  unduly  with  their 

freedom  of  expression.  I  prefer  to  think  I've  saved  them  embarrassment.  Be 

forewarned:  all  veiled  allusions  to  self-abuse,  all  character  assassination, 

all  references  to  named  girlfriends,  mothers,  or  women  as  sex  objects  are 

out.  Bring  me  no  reports.  Let  them  fly  all!  f 
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Remember  OJ.? 


By  Sam  Walker 

Remember  O.J.  Simpson? 
You  know,  the  guy  who  was 
charged  lor  murder,  big  trial,  inno- 
cent etc.  Well,  just  when  you 
thought  you'd  gotten  rid  of  every- 
thing O.J.  related,  I'm  here  to 
remind  you  of  it  all. 

The  O.J.  trial,  which  you  all 
remember,  was  when  former  foot- 
ball great  O.J.  Simpson,  or  the 
Juice,  was  charged  with  the  murder 
of  his  ex-wife,  Nicole.  Sounds 
serious  enough,  but  the  whole 
affair  has  become  so  ridiculous  it 
can't  even  be  talked  about  serious- 
ly. The  books  that  have  been  writ- 
ten, the  way  O.J.  has  reacted  and 
the  way  the  general  public  has 
handled  it,  caused,  and  continue  to 
cause  the  whole  thing  to  be  one 
big  joke. 

The  whole  affair  started  out 
with  a  horrible,  severe  crime.  This 
murder  got  publicity  at  first 
because  of  O.J.'s  star  status.  He 
was  the  beloved  "American  Hero": 
O.J.  Simpson,  football  player 
extraordinaire  and  terrible  actor  as 
Naked  Gun  superstar.  Then  came 
CNN,  24  hour  news  coverage 
and  people  everywhere  sick  to 
their  stomachs  about  O.J.  At  first,  I 
was  curious,  but  that  quickly  faded 
away  after  a  day  or  two  straight  of 
watching  the  trial  on  television.  To 
paraphrase  :  boring.  After  a  couple 
of  weeks  I  didn't  find  it  just  boring 
and  repetitive,  but  I  also  couldn't 
stand  the  mention  of  the  word  O.J. 


Even  though  this  was  a  typi- 
cal "American  tragedy,"  it  affected 
Canada  as  well,  even  so  far  as  to 
come  in  to  the  school.  In  typical 
Mr.  Cude  style,  the  day  the  verdict 
was  announced,  the  students  of  his 
class  were  entertained  by  a  whole 
morning  and  afternoon  of  O.J., 
O.J.,  O.J.  courtesy  of  the  library 
TV.  As  well,  the  live  broadcast  was 
ingeniously  timed  just  before  lunch 
recess  ended.  Though  I  vowed  to 
cover  my  ears  whenever  I  heard 
his  name,  I  couldn't  pass  up  the 
chance  to  see  justice  done  ( I  had 
long  since  formed  the  firm  opinion 
that  O.J.  was  guilty  ).  So,  on 

He  was  the  beloved 
"American  Hero": 
football  player  extraor- 
dinaire and  terrible 
actor  in  Naked  Gun. 

October  whatever  I  found  myself 
packed  in  Mrs.  Baquero's  office 
with  about  10  other  students.  I 
don't  think  anyone  made  it  to  class 
on  time  that  day,  not  even  the 
teachers. 

Well,  you'd  think  the  whole 
thing  about  O.J.  would  be  over. 
But,  oh  no,  we've  got  to  drag  this 
out  for  a  few  years. 

In  research  for  this  article  I 
searched  the  Internet  under  "O.J." 
and  found  6048  references  (My 
favourite  was  Dimitri's  O.J. 
Simpson  Trial  Center).  Yes,  people 


are  still  that  obsessed.  As  well,  as 
recommended  to  me,  I  checked  out 
Amazon. com,  a  huge  online  book- 
store and  searched  for  books  under 
the  subject  of  O.J.  Simpson.  I 
found  over  100  novels  and  out  of 
these  were  some  of  the  most 
ridiculous  titles.  Here  are  the 
worst:  Find  O.J.  :  The  Juice  Is 
Loose  :  The  Last  Laugh  ,  Twilight 
Zones  :  The  Hidden  Life  of 
Cultural  Images  from  Plato  to  O.J. 
and  What  the  Hidden  Monster  Did 
to  O.J.  &  Nicole.  To  think  that 
these  people  could  write  what 
looks  to  be  these  absurd  books  and 
still  make  money  on  them  shows 
how  obsessed  we  still  are  with 
this.  Heck,  even  I  could  write  an 
O.J.  novel  ( I  am  now  accepting 
suggestions  for  titles.  Use  of  the 
word  "juice"  is  mandatory  ). 
However,  the  funniest  two  titles  in 
the  list  were  the  following:  first,  I 
Want  to  Tell  You  :  My  Response  to 
Your  Letters,  Your  Messages,  Your 
Questions,  O.J.'s  pathetic  attempt 
at  some  cash  and  retribution;  and 
then  secondly,  I  Know  You  Really 
Want  to  Tell  Me,  but  I  Really 
Don't  Want  to  Know  ,  this  one 
a  compilation  of  various  letters 
written  by  the  general  public. 

Even  though  I  haven't  even 
begun  to  cover  all  the  other  ridicu- 
lous aspects  of  the  trial,  you  can 
see  what  we've  really  become:  a 
society  bent  on  cash,  murder,  con- 
troversy, tragedy  and,  of  course, 
O.J. 

How  sad  it  truly  is. 
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Toys  "R"  Rust 


B}  Pat  Shannon 

In  one  of  my  classes  last  fall  I 
offered  as  a  reward  to  the  top  gram- 
marian (Josh  Wisenthal)  a  small  plas- 
tic tlgure  tentacled  with  robotic  arms. 
His  name  —  instantly  familiar  —  was 
Dr.  Octavius.  As  Josh  rose  to  claim 
his  man,  the  tedium  of  past  participles 
vanished  and  —  Lego  be  praised  in 
the  highest  —  a  bright  world  of 
remembered  toys  filled  our  hearts. 

We  recollected.  Several  boys 
cherished  drawers  containing  long 
defunct  toy  "systems"  —  modular 
souvenirs  of  Gotham  City,  the  Ninja 
sewer  world,  planet-sites  and  space- 
ships from  Star  Wars,  and  tiny  fig- 
urines from  cartoon  series  that  are 
less  than  memories.  Some  of  their 
mothers  had  sold  these  treasures; 
most  hadn't. 

My  own  toy  history  is  at  once 
similar  and  different  from  my 
students'.  Born  the  third  child  of 
six  into  a  family  growing  up  on 
one  parent's  modest  salary,  I 
owned,  I  am  certain,  far  fewer  toys 
than  my  own  children  do,  and  I 
tend  to  think  that  they  were  single- 
concept  toys  like  cap  guns  and  super 
balls  —  not  the  extended  superfami- 
lies  more  popular  today.  What  I 
owned  in  abundance,  however,  were 
Matchbox  cars  —  dozens.  My  sons 
crave  Hot  Wheels  coupes  and  drag- 
sters, which  in  1967  were  either  too 
expensive  or  novel  for  my  mother  to 
purchase.  Perhaps  she  apprehended 
that  the  cars  required  the  track.  And 
more  track.  By  the  time  I  acquired  the 
basic  loop  I  was  a  teenager  My  son 
Liam  has  the  enUre  plastic  city. 

Like  other  little  cereal-eaters  in 
1967, 1  also  collected  sports  cards. 


another  woebegone  passion.  I  mention 
cereal  because  my  football  cards  were 
cut  from  the  sidewall  of  an  Alpha  Bits 
box,  and  1  clearly  remember  staring  at 
a  picture  of  Terry  Evesham  that  Rob 
Wearing  now  has  pinned  on  his  cork- 
board.  Evesham,  identified  by  team 
and  position  below  the  photograph, 
stands  immortalized  in  one  of  those 
mid-air  sUff-arm  poses  that  counterfeit 
the  acfion  of  a  broken  tackle. 
Evesham  joined  depicUons  of  hockey 
players 
I'd 


Photo:  Shannon  Family  Archives 


Mr.  Shannon's  sister  and  the 
immortal  Barbie  doll. 


culled  from  bubble  gum  packs,  among 
which  were  Dick  Duff,  Jean  Beliveau, 
and  "Avon"  Coumoyer  I  owned  a 
superball,  obtained  when  I  was  six  by 
mailing  cereal  coupons  into  General 
Mills  (the  ball  eventually  skipped 


away  from  me  in  that  short  hop,  long 
hop  miracle  I  could  never  understand 
),a  key  chain,  a  rabbit's  foot  (pink),  a 
lined,  tear-off  notebook  on  which  I 
doodled  tableaia  vivants  of  Korean 
tanks  exploding  on  a  treeless  frontier, 
and  dozens  of  birthday  cards,  which 
of  course  no  child  could  part  with. 

Best  of  all,  I  owned  a  Johnny- 
Seven.  This  gun,  anticipafing  by  sev- 
eral years  Sylvester  Stallone's 
"Rambo"  armaments,  boasted  seven 
actual  ways  of  shoofing  projectiles, 
most  of  which  were  boyishly  phallic 
and  rubbery.  My  wife  and  I  were 
recently  discussing  the  merits  of 
Power- Ranger  acfion  toys  with  a 
friend  when,  not  knowing  I  had  a 
picture  of  myself  with  the  gun  (it 
was  as  tall  as  I  was),  he  said, 
"Hey,  /  had  a  Johnny-Seven, 
and  /  turned  out  OK!"  We  all 
did,  I  guess. 

If  my  sons  and  I  shared  Hot 
Wheels,  other  things  about  my 
boyhood  now  seem  dated 
indeed.  For  one  thing,  child- 
hood then  consisted  of  unsuper- 
vised play.  Parents  had  other  stuff 
to  do.  My  mother  never  told  us  to 
avoid  strangers  or  forsake  ciga- 
rettes, never  paid  attenfion  to  our 
friends,  and  certainly  never  informed 
us  about  the  facts  of  life.  The  street 
was  our  educafion.  We  were  ruleless 
because  we  knew  so  litUe  of  danger 
And  because  we  seldom  watched  TV 
shows  with  precocious  child-actors 
(Danny  Bonaduce  of  the  Partridge 
family  being  a  painful  excepfion), 
none  of  us  felt  bland  or  unexcifing,  as 
today's  children  seem  to.  I  viewed 
myself,  above  all  else,  as  the  dicfio- 
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#  Childhood  isn't  v^^hat  it  used  to  be 


continued  from  p.  16 


nary  piclogram  of  a  normal  kid.  My  ordinary  toys  were  the 
same  cheap  stuff  my  friends  had.  Our  bungalow,  if  crowd- 
ed, exactly  resembled  our  neighbours'  houses,  and  the  only 
occasion  in  which  /  noticed  the  look  of  houses  was 
Christmas:  one  of  our  neighbours  erected  a  plywood  nativ- 
ity more  garish  than  our  own.  The  rich  people  who  lived 
elsewhere  —  Rockland  road,  for 

instance,  in  TMR,  where  tfiey  had 

swimming  pools  —  struck  me  as 
peculiar,  like  a  school  friend's 
mother  who  never  removed  the 
plastic  covers  from  her  furniture. 
John  Doyle,  my  closest  neighbour 
and  sometime  friend  (he  owned 
the  street-hockey  net,  so  would 
tempermentally  march  it  home  if 
piqued)  wore  those  same  goofy 
one-size-fits-all  corduroys  and 
jeans  as  I  did,  the  ones  with  elas- 
tic waistbands.  Clothes,  unlike 
now,  bore  no  visible  insignia. 
Everyone  kid  I  knew  sported 
black,  hightop  sneakers  purchased 
at  Trans-Canada  shoes,  like  Roch 
Carrier's  hockey  sweater,  and 
each  of  us  imagined  himself  the 
fastest  runner  on  the  block  with- 
out associating  running  with 
money. 

I  mention  the  street's  unifor- 
mity because  it  coloured  my 

thinking  as  much  as  Disney  and  brand-name  consciousness 
background  my  own  sons'.  My  second,  Liam,  knows  we 
drive  an  "A&W,"  that  his  clothes  have  little  tags  on  them, 
and  that  Toys  "R"  Us  (he  calls  it  "Toys  'R'  Rust"),  by  its 
mere  existence,  somehow  legitimizes  his  cupidity.  That 
Liam  enjoys  a  cereal  box  more  fully  than  a  transformer  or 
a  Disney  video  has  dawned  on  us  much  too  late,  and  we 
have  vowed  to  raise  our  next  son  (daughter?)  less  material- 
istically. I  knew,  in  1963,  that  I  was  a  tiny  cog  in  my  fami- 
ly machine;  Liam,  I'm  afraid,  has  learned  he's  our  engine. 


Mr.  Shannon  with  his  eldest  son, 
James,  presently  in  Grade  1,  in  1994 


A  big  part  of  my  boyhood's  "normalcy"  was  that  our 
mothers  stayed  home.  No-one  had  only  one  or  two  chil- 
dren, and  the  public  school  some  three  blocks  away  was 
perfectly  acceptable. Where  on  earth  was  Selwyn  House? 
I'd  heard  my  cousins  wore  ties.  Daycare,  if  it  existed,  was 
similarly  exotic,  utterly  foreign  to  the  kid-tlllcd  streets  of 
those  years,  where  our  sheer  numbers,  and  ages,  guaran- 
teed our  safe  and  mutual  supervision.  Our  mothers  opened 

our  cages  after  breakfast,  and  we 

limped  home  for  Wonder  bread 

and  Flintstones  at  noon. 

My  own  sons,  by  contrast, 
have  grown  up  entirely  in  day- 
cares. The  daycares  lock  their 
doors.  If  a  boy  on  our  street 
invites  James  to  play,  it  is 
understood  that  my  wife  or  I 
will  meet  his  parents  before- 
hand, and  that  neither  James  nor 
the  friend  will  overstay  a  short 
welcome.  Our  stteet,  though 
quiet,  is  nervously  scanned  by 
at  least  four  sets  of  parents,  as  if 
the  very  smallness  of  our  broods 
requires  that  we  guard  more 
carefully  against  speeding  and 
bad  language. 

David  Mamet  has  written 
that  our  movie  industry  objectifies 
our  deepest  fears,  child  abduction 
being  merely  one.  "Ransom,"  it  fol- 
lows, would  not  have  been  made  in 
my  childhood,  nor  films  about  psy- 
chopathic nannies  or  babysitters.  Nor  movies  about  terror- 
ists. We  were  ignorant  —  I  think  our  parents  were  ignorant 
—  of  domestic  and  foreign  malice.  It  was  a  simpler  time 
because  we  knew  less.  My  Johnny-Seven  amused  me  not 
because  I'd  watched  gunplay  on  CNN,  but  just  — because. 
My  own  sons  seem  to  understand  that  the  world  is  danger- 
ous, that  adults  need  firearms,  so  I  deny  them  the  weapons 
that  would  reify  their  worries. 

Where  does  this  leave  our  man  Octavius?  Perhaps  one 
can  think  too  deeply  on  these  tilings. 


Photo:  Shannon  Family  Archives 
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Word  Jumble  &  Trivia 


By  Justin  Greenberg 


Trivia  Quiz 


The  prize  is  Justin  Greenberg's  respect.  Forever. 

1)  What  are  the  names  of  the  seven  dwarves  in  Snow  White  and  the  Seven  Dwarvesi 

2)  Name  the  seven  professional  teams  from  the  NHL,  NBA,  and  MLB  whose  names  don't  end  in  the  letter  S. 

3)  What  are  the  seven  deadly  sins? 

4)  What  arc  the  fourteen  wonders  of  the  world?  (hint:  seven  ancient  and  seven  modern) 


This  photograph  has 
already  become  somewhat 
of  a  legend,  having  been 
rejected  by  certain  parts  of 
Selwyn  society  and 
embraced  by  others.  In 
case  you  don't  know,  this 
is  Johnny  K  striking  a  pose 
with  Tim  and  Sean.  For 
those  of  you  who  don't  get 
the  joke,  you  don't  get  out 
enough. 

Photo  by  Gabriel  Taraboulsy 


Word  Jumble 


GOOREAN 


(     )( 


SCERDNA    (     ) 


UUBBRS     (      ) 


Same  prize  as  above. 

Take  all  the  letters  in  parentheses  and  rearrange  them 

) a  phrase  with  this  clue: 

There  was  a  boat  full  of  them  in  Maverick: 

(     ) 


(     ) 


(     ) 


RARBBE 


(     ) 


CLOPEXM   (     ) 


(      ) 


(      ) 


(      ) 


Last  issue's  answer  was  "Extreme  Measures,"  for  those  of  you 
who  didn't  get  it.  For  a  complete  set  of  responses,  please  send 
for  The  Forum's  Book  of  Answers  to  Life's  Questions.  Send 
S5.00  (plus  S2.95  S&H)  to  Tlie  Forum,  95  Cote  St.  Antoine,        4 
Wesuiiount,  QC,  H3Y  2H8.  ^ 


p. 18 


